IMPRESARIO

Music in Ocean Grove

There was another huge auditorium, within easy striking
distance of New York, which tempted me as the Hippodrome
had tempted me. It was in Ocean Grove, New Jersey, that curious
seaside community which had been founded by a rather strict
religious sect whose precepts, however, did not forbid entertain-
ment of an artistic sort being given in their tabernacle. It was
managed by the Ocean Grove Camp Meeting Association. Billy
Sunday held his famous revivals there.

July 4th, 1917, fell on a Saturday night, a good date in every
way for a concert in a seaside resort. I hit upon the glamorous
Anna Case, who had the additional virtue of being a New Jersey
girl, and could thus be advertised as Jersey's own songbird.

We announced the sale of tickets. The announcement fell com-
pletely and utterly dead.

Maybe, I thought, a concert was not enough. Maybe we need
a lecturer. I wired Senator Bob La Follette, father of the present
Senator Bob, the intransigeant statesman who had filibustered
single-handed against our entrance into the war.

We made that announcement, and it too fell dead. Not a ticket
moved.

I sent a man out to Ocean Grove to snipe posters and window-
cards. My man discovered that there was some feeling against
our display material, that, in fact, the Asbury Park press refused
to carry my announcement.

"They want to see you, Mr. Hurok," he phoned. So I went down
to Asbury Park.

I was ushered into the managing editor's office, and found four
or five men sitting around a conference table. They eyed me in
a way that made me feel a bayonet was not an inch from my
ribs.
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